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ginians who had attached themselves to the Barbarian troops.
As soon as they had all passed out, the gates were fastened behind them. Still the people did not descend from the walls, but tarried to watch the army. It spread quickly over the width of the isthmus, and divided in unequal detachments, until presently the lances appeared only like tall blades of grass ; finally all were lost to view in clouds of dust, and the - soldiers, looking back at Carthage, could only distinguish the long walls with the vacant battlements outlined against the sky.
The Barbarians heard a great outcry ; not knowing the exact number of their troops, they believed some of their comrades had lingered behind in the city to amuse themselves by plundering a temple: they laughed heartily over this idea as they continued on their way. Once more marching together through the open country, all were as joyous as formerly, and the Greeks sang the old song of the Mamertines :
" With my lance and my spear I sow And I reap : I am master of the house ! The disarmed man falls at my feet, Calling me ' Signor!' and c Great King!'"
They shouted, jumped, and the gayest narrated stories, as now the period of their miseries seemed to be at an end. Upon reaching Tunis, some of the soldiers noticed that a troup of Balearic slingers were missing ; but assuming that they could not be far behind the army, no more was thought about them.
At Tunis some lodged in the houses, others camped at the foot of the walls, and the people of